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said, that he hoard he was the greatest man in England,—-next to Lord Mansfield. 'Ay, Sir, (said he,) the exception defined the idea. A Scotchman could ^o no farther:
"The force of Nature could no farther go1."'
Lady Miller's collection of verses by fashionable people, which were put into her Vase at Batheaston villa9, near Bath, in competition for honorary prix.es, boinjj mentioned, he held them very cheap: 'Hants rimfs, (said he,) is ;i mere conceit, and an <*/</conceit nou<\ I wonder how people were persuaded to write in that manner for this lady*.1 I named a gentleman of his acquaintance who wrote for the Vase, JOHNSON. ' He was a blockhead for his pains.' BnsWKLL. 'The Duchess of Northumberland wrote4.' JOHNSON. 'Sir,
1 I'Yom Uryden's lines on Milton.
a Horace Walpole wrote, on Jan. 15. 1771; (/.f/VfV.r, vi. 171): 'They [the Millers) hold u I'arnasstiN-fair every Thursday, give out rhymes and themes, ami al! (he ilux of quality at Hath contend for the pri/cs. A Roman Vase, dressed with pink ribands and myrtles, receives the poetry, which is drawn out every festival: six judges of these Olympic, games retire and select the brightest compositions, which the, respective successful acknowledge, kneel to Mrs, Calliope Miller, kiss her fair hand, and are crowned by it with myrtle, with I don't know what.'
* Miss Hurney wrote, in r/So: 'Do you know now that, notwithstanding Haih-Kiwlon is so much laughed at in London, nothing here in more toniih than to vi*»it Lady Miller, She is a roiinel, plump, coarae-lookin^ dame of about forty, and while all her aim is to appear an elegant woman of fashion,all her witvrss is to seem an ordinary woman in very common life, with tine clothes on.' Mine. I)'Arbluy'« Diary, \, 304.
4 ' Ves, on my faith, there ure AwAv-r/wA- on tt butlrred muffin, made by her Grace the DurheS'S of Nf»rlhnmberhuul/ Walpole's /W« tcrs, vi. 171, 'She was/ Walpole writes,'u jovial heap of contradictions. She was familiar with the mob, while stilled with diamonds; and yet wan attentive to the most minute privileges of her rank, while almost shaking hands with a cobbler,' Jfcttinirs tiftli? AVvj,'// t\flifwgt ///,!. 41^. Dr. Percy showed her Goldsmith's ballad of A'«/,v/// mid Angelina in MS., and she had a few copies privately printed, l-'orster's Golifsniff/t, i. 379.
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